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your time of blossom." As he finished a chorus of
woodland fairies broke out into a pretty song. " May

- her way be compassed about with prosperity. May
favouring breezes sprinkle for her delight the dust

. of rich blossoms. May pools of crystal water, green
with the leaves of the lotus, refresh her as she walks ;

f-and may shady branches be her protection from the
scorching sunbeams." Sakuntala turned to leave
the grove, but a gentle power detained her, impeding
her footsteps by hanging on to the skirts of her robe.
She looked down to find a tiny fawn which she had
fed and tended since the death of its mother, and
which seemed unwilling to leave the protection of
the gentle princess. The sight of the pretty little
creature brought tears to the eyes of Sakuntala,
and she turned back to fondle it, as if uncertain
whether she should leave the grove at all. But the
sage rebuked her gently for her weakness, exhorted
her to be firm and resolute in the course she had
planned for herself; advised her to show due
reverence to her husband when she should reach his
palace; and turning away went slowly back to th^
hermits' grove. Sakuntala, with one last lingering
look, passed away on her journey, attended by the
guardians to whom Canna had entrusted her.

in

In the garden of King Dushyanta preparations
were being made for a sacrifice, when the royal
chamberlain approached the monarch and informed